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about, but vanquished by the cheerful lamps, and the voice
of the muffin bell was just heard at intervals; a genial
sound that calls up visions of trim and happy hearths. If
we could only so contrive our lives as to go into the
country for the first note of the nightingale, and return to
town for the first note of the muffin bell, existence, it is
humbly presumed, might be more enjoyable.

Monsignore Berwick was a young man, but looking
younger from a countenance almost of childhood; fair, with
light blue eyes, and flaxen hair and delicate features. He
was the last person you would have fixed upon as a born
Roman; but nature, in one of the freaks of race, had
resolved that his old Scottish blood should be re-asserted,
though his ancestors had sedulously blended it, for many
generations, with that of the princely houses of the eternal
city. The Monsignore was the greatest statesman of
Rome, formed and favoured by Antonelli, and probably his
successor.

The mansion of Lord St. Jerome was a real family
mansion, built by his ancestors a century and a half ago,
when they believed that from its central position, its happy
contiguity to the Court, the senate, and the seats of
Government, they at last in St. James's Square had dis-
covered a site which could defy the vicissitudes of fashion,
and not share the fate of their river palaces, which they
had been obliged in turn to relinquish. And in a con-
siderable degree they were right in their anticipation,
for although they have somewhat unwisely permitted the
Clubs to invade too successfully their territory, St. James's
Square may be looked upon as our Faubourg St. Germain,
and a great patrician residing there dwells in the heart of
that free and noble life of which he ought to be a part.

A marble hall and a marble staircase, lofty chambers
with silk or tapestried hangings, gilded cornices, and
painted ceilings, gave a glimpse of almost Venetian sploa-